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The Tragedie ej 

Oh Richard ! Yorks is too farre gone with griefc. 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betwcenc. 

King. W hy V ncle, whats the matter i 
Yorks. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, 

J f not, I pleafd, not to be pardoned, am content withalh 
Seeke you to feize and gripe into your hands, 

The royalties and rights of baniftit Herford? 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Herfordliue? 

Was not Gaunt iuft ? and is not Harry truei 
Did not the one deferue to haue an heyrei 
Is not his hey re a well deferuing fonnei 
T ake Herfords right away, and take from time. 

His Charters and his cuilomarierightsj 
Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Be not thy felfe ; For how art thou a King, 

But by faire fequence, and fucceflion i 

Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, i « 

Ifyou doe wrongfully feize Herfords right, , j 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath 

By his attournies generall to fue 

His liuery, and deny his olfered homage, 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head, 
Youloofeathoufand welldifpofedhearts. 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts. 

Which honour and allegeance cannot thinke. 

King. Thinke what you will, we feize into our hands. 
His plate, his goods, his money and his Land. 

Yorkg. He not be by the while, my Liege farewell, 

What will enfue heereof, thcr $ none can tell : 

But by bad courfesmay be vnderftood, 

That their events can neuer fall out good. Exit* 

King. Go Bufhie, to the Earle of Wiltlhire ftraight. 

Bid him repayre to vs to Elye houfe, 

Tofee this bufinelfe : to morrow next 
/ We will for Ireland, and t’is time I trow j 
And wee create i n abfencc of our felfe. 

Our Vnckle Yorke, Lord Gouernour of England $ 

Fox he is iuft, and ihpics loued vs well; 

Come 
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Richard rhSeconl , 

Come on ourQueene, to morrow mutt wepart, 

Be merry, for bur time of flay is Ihort. 

Extant King and Quetne. Manet North?' ^ ' 

North Well Lofds,the Duke of Lancattcr u dead. 

And lining too, for now his fonnc is Duke. 

TJnrth Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. 

P r’t he disburdened with a libcrall tongue* 

E North. Nayfpeakthymind,&lcthimnere^eakmo , 

Thatfpcakesthy wordsagaine,todotheeha ♦ 

miongh. Tend'sthatthouwouldftfpeake,to > theD . ot 

If hbe lb, out with it boldly man, (Herford. 

Orncke is mine eare to hearc of good towards him. 

lloffe. No good at all, that I can doe for him : 

Vnlelfe you call it good, to pitty him, • 

B ^rNo e waforI Goifis lhamefuch wrongs are borne 
In him a Royall Prince, and many mo 
Of noble blood in this declining land : 

T he King is not himfelte, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will inforroe, . . 

~~Mecrely in hate againft any of vs all, 

That will the King feuerely profecute 

Acainft vs, our liues, our children, and our hcires. 

Kofft. TheConnnonshathhepM^ithgrieuoustaSes, &&£ 

And quite loft their hearts. TheNobles hath hefind 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

miough. And dayly new exactions are deuild, 
AsBlancks,Beneuolences,and I wot not what. ^ /U ^ //u 

North. But what a Gods namedoth become of this . g ^ /f ^ „ 
IVtile Warrcs hath not Wafted it; for W arr d he hath not, ^ 

Butbafdy yeildedvpon compromife, . 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes . es__ - - 

More hathhe fpent in peace, then they in Warrcs. 

‘Rgjfe. The Earle of Wiltlhire hath the Realrne m farme* 
mu The King s growne banckrout like a broken man. — 
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